Is it His play or whim, or childish freak
To draw the web in and out of Himself ?
i saw the unseen light in velvet leaves
And heard the secret music of their hearts.
They sang in sweet concord with murmering
brookssi
Of world's great harmony, each in its parts.
The stone I lay upon began to move,
it rose arid fell like my Lover's bosom,
And spoke in soft musical tones of Love
That stone was n'er too hard to melt and speak.
I peeped into the astral regions,
I scattered the forming nebulous mass,
Till knowledge hid no gems, illusions' veil
.Was torn and all was clearly seen through glass
Each bubble on the waters, each green leaf,
Each piece of rock, each scented flower-bud,
Each glittering star cried with strong belief,
'He.am I, He am I, Oh that am I"
: Methought I lost my sight, but lo! I found
Ail inner brightness that eyes could not see;
1 thought I could hear my songs no more,
But 1 heard the,world's hidden harmony.